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Dr. Grayson called Miss Ruth Powderly, my husband's favourite nurse, to help Miss Hulett 'who had taken Ruppel's place when he had to leave us a year before. Bulletins were issued. People thronged the street outside, friends began to call, flowers and messages to pour in. My dear one lay in a stupor, but when I would leave the room for a moment and return, he would lift his hand to take mine. Night succeeded day, and the day the night, the hours ticking on unheeded. Thus passed Friday and Saturday, the first and second of February.
The nights were chill, but throughout them both, knots of men and women remained in the street. Sunday, February 3rd, dawned radiant and beautiful. While church bells called people to worship, and crowds were kneeling in the street watching and praying, the frail body which had been racked with pain for so many years relaxed, and the enduring spirit took its flight.
The peace which passeth all understanding had come to Woodrow Wilson.
To My Husband
WOODROW WILSON
who helped me build from the broken timbers of my life a temple, wherein are enshrined memories of his great spirit which was dedicated to the service of his God and humanity.
